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The Tragedie of KJng Lear. 


Darnell, and all the idle weedes that grow 
In our fuftaining Cornc. A Centcry fend forth ; 
Search euery Acre in the high-growne field, 
And bring him to our eye. What can mans wifedome 
In the reftoring his bcreaued Scnfe j he that hclpes him, 
Take all my outward worth. 

Cent. There is meanes Madam : 
Our foftcr Nurfe of Nature, is repofc, 
The which he lackes : that to prouoke in hina 
Are many Simples opcr3tiue, whofe power 
Will clofe the eye of Anguiflu 

Cord. All bleft Secrets, 
All you vnpublifh'd Vermes of the earth 
Spring with.my tcarcs ; be aydant 3 and remediate 
In the Goodmans defires : fecke, feckc for him, 
Leaft his vngouem'd rage, diflblue the life 
That wants the meanes to leade it. 

Enter Ul'lejfexger. 

Mcf. Newcs Madam, 
TheBrittifh Powrcsarc marching hitherward. 

Cor. Tis knovvnc before. Our preparation ftands 
In cxpe&ation of them. O deerc father, 
It is thy bufineffe that I go about :Therfore great France 
My mourning, and impor <■ un'dteares hath pittied : 
No blownc Ambition doth our Armes incite, 
But loue, deerc loue, and our ag'd Fathers Rite : 
Soone may I hcarc, and fee him. Exeunt. 


Scena Qtfarta. 


Enter Regan y and Steward. 
Reg. But are my Brothers Powrcs fet forth ? 
Stew. IMadam, 
%eg. Himfclfeinperfon there? 
Stew. Madam withmuch ado : 
Your Sifter is thebettsr Souldier* 

RegXord Edmund fpake not with y otfr Lord at home? 
Stew. No Madam. 

Reg. Whatn ight import my Sifters Letter to him ? 
Stew. I know not, Lady. 
Reg. Faith he is poatted hence on ferious matter s 
It was great ignoranccj Gloufters eyes being ous 
To let him line. Where he arriue?, he moues 
AH hearts againft vs : Edsmtndy 1 thinke is gone 
In piuy of his mifery, to difpatch 
His nighted life : Morcouer to defcry 
The ftrcngtlv oWEnemy. 

Stew. I mnft needs after him, Madam'with my Letter. 
Our croopes fet forth to morrow, ftay with vs : 
The wayes arc tfangerous. 

Stew. I may not Maflam : 
My Lady charg*d my dutie m this bufincs. 

Reg, Why (howd flic write to Edmund} 
Might not ycu tranfport her purpofes by word ? Belike, 
Somethings* I 'know not what, Ale loue thee much 
Lei me vnfcale the Letter. 

Stew. Madam,! h^cl rather 

I R e £». I knowyour Lady do's not loue her Husband^ 
I am fure of chat i and it her late being heere, 
She gaue Grange Eliads, and moft fpeaking lookes 
To Noble Edrmnd. I know you arc of her bofomc. 
Stew. IjMadam? 


fog. I fpeake in fnderftanding ; Y'are: 1 kn ■ 
Therefore I do aduife you take this note i ° W tj 
My Lord is dead : Edmond, and ] haue talk'd 
( And more conuenient is he for my hand ' 
' Then for your Ladies : You may gather mere ■ 
If you do findc him, pray you giuc him this • 
And when your MiHris hcarcs thus much from von 
I pray defire her call her wifedome to her. 1 
So fare you well: 

If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor 
Preferment fah on him, that cuts him off. * 

Stew. Would I could meet Madam, I fhcuU iu. 
What party I do follow. ' wwWOiew 


Reg. Fare thee well. 



Enter Gloucejter, and Edgar. 
Giou. When fiiall I come to th'top of that fame hill? 
Edg. Youdoclimbevpitnow. Look how we labor 
Clou. Me thinkes the ground is ceucn, 
Edg. Horrible fteepe. 
Hcarke, do you heare the Sea f 
giou. No truly. 

Edg. Why then your other Senfcs grow impcrfeft 
By your eyes anguifii. 

Clou. So may it be indeed. 
Me thinkes thy voyce is alter 'd, and thou fpcaVft 
In better phrafc, and matter then thou didll. 

Edg. Y*arc much deceiu'd :1a nothing am I chsng'd 
But in my Garments. * 
Clou. Me thinkes y'are better fpoken. 
Sdg. Come on Sir, 
Hecre's the place : (land ftill : how fearcfufl 
And dizie 'tis, to caft ones eyes fo low, 
The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midwavavrc 
Shew fcarfc fo groffe as Beetles. Halfe way downe ' 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadful! Trade; 
Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head. 
TheFifliermen, that walk'd vpon the beach 
Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke, 
Diminiflh'd to her Cocke : her Cocke^a Buoy 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th'vnnumbrcd idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard fo high. He looke no more, 
Leaft my braine turne, and,thc deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Clou, Set me where you ftand, 
Edg. Giuc mc your hand.- 
You are now within a foote of th'extreme Verge : 
For all beneath the Moone would I not leape vpvight. 

Clou. Let go my hand: 
Heere Friend's another purfe tin it, a lewd! 
Well worth a poorc mans taking. Fayries, and God* 
Profpcr it with thee. Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going, 
Sdg. Now fare yc well, good Sir. 
Clou. With all my heart. 
Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his difpaire, 
Is done to cure it. 

Clou. Oyou mighty Gods ! 
This world I do renouncc,and in your fights 

Shake 


in? Lear. 
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Shake patiently my great affli&ion off : 
10 could beare it longer, and not fall 
To quarrcll with your great oppofclefle willes, 
jtfy inuffe, and loathed part of Nature mould 
Buroe it felfe out. if Edgar liue, O blcflc him : 
flow Fellow, fare thee well. 

Edg* Gone Sir, farewell : 
^nd yet I know not ho w conceit may rob 
TheTreafury of life, .when-life it felfe 
Yeclds to the Theft. Had he bin where he thought, 
By this had thought bin pafr. Aiiue.or dead? 
Hoa,you Sir : Friend, heare you Si r, Ipeake : 
Thus might he paffe indeed : yet he reuiues . 
What arc you Sir? 
Glen, A way,and let me dye. 
Edg. Had'ft thou beene ought 
gut Goz.emore, Feathers* Ayre, 
(So many fathome dovvnc precipitating) 
Thou'dft fhiuer'd like an Eg^e : but thou do'ft breath i 
Haft hcauy fubftance, bieed'fl not, fpeak'rt,art found, 
f c n Malts at each, nuke not the altitude 
\Vhich thou haft perpendicularly fell, 
Thy life's a Myracle. Spcake yet againe* 
glou. Buthauel falnejornof 
£dg. From the dread Somnet of this Chalkic Bourne 
Looke vp a height, the flhrill-gprg'd Larke fo farre 
Cannot be feene, or heard : Do but looke vp, 

GloH. Alacke, 1 haue no eyes: 
Is wretchedneffe dep'riu'dthae benefit 
To end it felfe by death ? 'Twas yet fome comfort,} 
When mifery could beguile the Tyranrs ragej 
Andfruftrate his proud wdl. 

Sdg. Giuemcyour arme. 
Vp, fo : How is't f Feele you your Legges? You ftand. 
Clou. Too well, too well. 
Edg. Thisis aboueall ftrangencfiV, 
Vpon the crowne oWCliffe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 
giou. A poore vnfortunate Beggar. 
Edg. As J flood heere below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Mooncs : he had a thoufand Nofcs, 
Homes wealk'd, and waned like the enraged Sea: 
It was fome Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father, 
Thinke that the cleereft Gods, who make them Honors 
Of mens Impolfibihties, haue prclerucd thee, 

Glou. I do remember now ; henceforth He beare 
Affliction, till it do cry out it felfe 
Enough, enough,and dye. That thing you fpeake of, 
Itooke it for a man : often 'twould lay 
The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place. 
Edgar. Beare free and patient thoughts. 

Enter Lear. 
Butwho comes heere ? 
The fafer fenfe will ne're accommodate 
His Mafter thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the 
King himfelfe. 
Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight ! 
Lear. Nature's aboue Art, in that refpecVTher's your 
Preffe-money.That fellow handles his bow,like a Crow- 
keeper : draw mee ajCloathiers yard. Looke, looke, a 
Moufe : peace, peace, this peeceof toaflcd Chcefcwill 
doo't. There's my Gauntlet, Ile proue it on a Gyant. 
Bring vp thebrowne Billes. O well flownc Bird : i'th' 
clout, i'th'clout : Hcwgh. Giue the word. 
Edg. Sweet Mariorum. 


Lear. Patfe. 

Clou. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha I Gonerill with a white beard ? They flattered 
me like a Dogge, and told mee I had the white ha y res in 
my Beard, ere the blackc ones were there. To fay i, and 
no, to euery thing that I faid : I,and no too,was no good 
Diuinity. When the raine came to wet me once, and the 
winde to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found 'em^thcre I fmelt 'em 
out. Go too, they are not men o*their words ; they told 
me, I was euery thing : Tis a Lye, I am not Agti-proofe. 

Clou. The tricke of that voyce, I do well remember : 
Is't not rheKing? 

Lear. I, euery inch a King. 
VVhsn I do liare, fee how the $ubie<S quakes. 
] pardon that mans life. What was thy caufe ? 
Adultery ? thou {halt not dye : dye for Adultery ? 
No, the Wren goes too't, and the fmall gilded Fly 
Do'sletcher in my fight, i et Copulation thriue: 
For Gloufters baltard Son was kinder to his Fpthcr, 
Then my Daughters got *twecne the lawfull fheets. 
Too't Luxury pell-mell, for I lacke Souldicrs. 
Behold yond fimpring Dame, whofe face betweenc her 
Forkes prefages Snow; that minces Vertuc,& do's fhake 
the head to heare of pleafurcs name. The Fitchew, nor 
thefoyled Horfcgoes too't with a more riotous appe- 
tite Downe from the wafte they are Centaury though 
Women all aboue : but to the Girdle do the Gods inhe- 
rit, beneath is all the Fiends. There's hell, there's darke- 
nes,thereis the fulphurouspi:; burning, fcaldmg-ftench, 
confumpcion: Fye,fie, fie; pah, pah : Giuc me an Ounce 
of Ciuet ; good Apothecary iwecten my immagination : 
There** money for thee. 

Clou. O let me kifie that hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it fi» ft, 
It fmelles of Mortality. 

Clou, O ruin'd peece of Mature, this great world; 
Shall fo weare out to naught. 
Do*ft thou know me 4 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough: doftthou 
fquiny at me ? No, doe thy worft blinde CupiH t lie not 
loue. Readc thou thi>challenge, mackc but the penning 
of it. 

Clou, Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not fee. 
Edg. I would not take this from report, 
It is, and my heart breakes at it. 
Lear. Read. 

Giou. What with the Cafe of eyes ? 

Lear. Oh ho, are you there wirh me? No eies in your 
head, nor no mony in your purfe? Your eyes are in a hea- 
uy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 
goes. 

Glcu. I fee it feelingly. 

L^r.What, art mad ? A man may fee how this world 
goes,with no eyes. Looke with thine cares : Sec how 
yond Iufticerailes vpon yond fimple theefc. Hearke in 
thine earc: Change places, and handy-dandy^ winch is 5 
the Iuftice,which is ihe theefe : Thou hail ieene a Far- ' 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

giou. iSir* 

Lear. And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou 
might'ft behold the great image^f Authorise, a Dogg's 
obey'd in Office. Thou 4 Rafcall Beadle,hold thy bloody 
hand : why doft thou la fh that Whore ? Strip thy ownc 
backe, thou hotly lufts tovfeher in that kind, for which 
thou whip'ft her. The Vfurer hangs the Cozener, Tho- 
rough 



